CHAPTER  XVI! I
WHEN auntie heard that their suite was a
chapel,* she felt uncomfortable; she could
not bring herself to sit alone now except on the
veranda^ and even If Joseph and the children were
there, she sat on the edge of her chair and felt she
must whisper; and how apologetic she was when
she ate and slept almost where the altar had been;
she would have moved her bed away from her
table, but there was no other place for it. She shut
away her pin-tray and her jewel-box in a drawer
and put her crucifix on the table with a clean nap-
kin under it.
"Why do you mind?" asked Blanche, up for the
first time In the sitting-room. " It's just the same as
it was before/'
"I think," whispered auntie, "that I should put
away that photograph of Belle when she was a
baby In her singlet, don't you?"
"I don't see why/' said Blanche, "In some of.
the holy pictures Jesus has no clothes at all, only
a halo, and you can't count a halo, can you? Belle
at any rate has a vest."
"Well, yes, she has," Auntie was a little com-
forted, "But you should say Our'Lord Jesus
Christ^ 'Blanche, and bow your head,"
Now Stephen came in for early morning tea.
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